122        EVENING  ON THE BROADS.
From barren and stagnant slumber at only the sound
of his breath : Yet the hunger is eased not that aches in his heart, nor
the goal overtaken That his wide wings yearn for and labour as hearts that
yearn after death.
All the solitude sighs and expects with a blind expectation
Somewhat unknown of its own sad heart, grown heartsick of strife : Till sometime its wild heart maddens, and moans, and
the vast ululation Takes wing with the clouds on the waters, and wails to
be quit of its life. For the spirit and soul of the waste is the wind, and his
wings with their waving.
Darken and lighten  the darkness  and light   of it thickened or thinned ;